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| grunted in satisfaction as the cool water of the shower head sprayed onto my neck and dripped down my 
sweat soaked body. | hadn't realized my pores could exude this much liquid. | think Wardrobe's gonna have to 
burn the stage clothes | wore tonight. Shit, it took me five minutes just to get my pants off - they were 
molded to my body. Let's not even talk about my Calvins. 


Eyes closed, | leaned against the shower wall just blissing out from the soothing wetness. Man, | was wrung 


out. In all the years of touring, | know | had never given as much as | had for this show. 


Tired as | was, | really felt fucking great. Charged with those endorphins, or whatever the hell they're called, | 
was still riding the high. Given the chance, probably could have gone on all night. 


What happened surprised the hell out of Lars and Kirk. Fuck, it caught me off guard too. It sure wasn't planned. 
| was striding around the stage, playing my heart out and loving every damn second of the power. And then in 
front of me appeared Rob. Out of nowhere. Our own crab-walking, whirling dervish. He was supposed to be on 
the opposite side of Lars and at this point of the song Kirk was usually front and center. Yeah, he startled me 
for a second. | almost plowed into him. Stupid fuck What the hell was he thinking? | scowled at him and he had 
the audacity to grin back. 


| leaned into him. "Don't fuck with me," | warned. "You're in my way." Yeah, yeah, we're all buds but damn, our 
movements are somewhat planned. Helps with the pyro. Don't want to get fried alive again. Nor do | want 


anyone else's flesh to melt. 


Rob scuttled backwards, to get out of my way or so | thought. | took a step forward and he came right back 
at me. This time he winked. 


OK. You want to play? Lets play. Straightening up to my full height, my legs apart, | took a tight hold of my 
guitar and with a nod of my head, challenged him to a duel. A musical dare if you will. Lets see if you can keep 


up with me. We all want to see if you have what it takes. Can you say improvise, Rob? 


| have to hand it to my band mates. While Rob and | were battling to see who was more effective at kicking 
ass with metal strings, Lars and Kirk didn't miss a beat. They didn't know what was going on and frankly, | 
didn't know where this was headed but they did recognize that something special was happening and quickly got 
involved in it as well. Kirk had moved over to stand next to Lars and | briefly glanced over at them. They were 


grinning like fools, keeping up with Rob and me and adding their own musical touch. Ah man, | love those two! 


Enough musing! Get clean and get out of the shower. Grabbing the bar of soap and lathering up my body it 


didn't take any time at all for me to drift away again. 


| wasn't in as much control of myself as | thought. Wuss. But a happy wuss. 


Gotta hand it to Tru, he gave it his all. Good god damn, his fingers flew up and down the fret board of his 


bass so fast that | could barely see ‘em. | answered him in kind. | didn't know where | was finding this incredible 
energy but | was reveling in it. Oh yeah, | am a Guitar God, no doubt about it. But Rob was fast becoming a 
god of..well..something. He kept crouching lower and lower as | inched forward till | was towering over him. And 


then | looked down. 


| shook my head, attempting once again to regain my sense of purpose in the shower. Rinse. That's what you 


do next. Get the soap off the body. Shampoo the hair. Can you handle that, Het? 


Apparently not. Besides my head, another part of me was reliving the moment as well 


| shouldn't have done that. Looking down was a mistake. OK, maybe it wasn't. Because when | did, Rob raised his 
head. Our eyes met. And then, holy shit, he licked his lips. 


Oh fuck. 50,000 people saw me instantly get a huge hard on. Well maybe not. | bet at least one person was at 
a stall buying a T-shirt. So that left 49,999 concert attendees, the crew, Lars, Kirk and, damn it all, Rob. 


| heard someone come into the shower room. Somewhere in the back of my mind | was hoping it was Rob. Shit. 


You are such an easy mark 


"Het! What the hell are you doing in there? You're gonna look like a prune. Come on man, cars are ready to 
leave." Kirk pulled the shower curtain aside and saw that | was covered in soap. "Need help?" He paused. "With 
anything?" He smirked, noticing that | was stiff. Damn. 


"Can't a man have any privacy?" | growled, getting really interested in rinsing. 


Kirk chuckled. "You have no concept of the term." 


"Kirk," | warned. "Don't go there." 


"Oh yeah, shaking in my boots. Anyway, get the fuck finished with, um, your shower." He grinned then grew 


serious. "If you want me To join you..” 


| shook my head. "No thanks. Another time?" | hurried up with rinsing and turned off the water. | was finally 


done. 


Kirk handed me a towel. | wrapped it around my waist and stepped out. 


"Looking forward to it" Kirk gave me a quick hug and headed for the door. "I'll tell them that you'll be along in 


about five?" 


"Yes. Nol Listen, can you check to see if anyone has a car they can lend me? | really don't feel like going back 


to the hotel just yet." 


Kirk turned to look back at me. "Yeah?" 


| nodded. "Yeah. I'm restless. The hotel would bore me to tears." | began to dress. 


"Even with me and Lars?" Kirk asked, his lips pouting. 


‘Oh grow up," | grinned at him. "This has nothing to do with us." 


"But it has something to do with Rob, doesn't it" Kirk replied, giving me a leer. "Hmmmm. It appears our James 
just may introduce Rob to the total Metallica experience." 


| threw my towel at him. "Car keys?! Can you just shut the hell up and do what | asked?" 


With a grand sweep of his arm, Kirk took off an imaginary hat and gave me a swooping bow. "Yes, 0 Mighty 
One. | forget my place." 


"Damn straight you do." | waited a moment. Kirk still stood in the doorway. "Now. If you please." 


"I live to do your bidding," Kirk said. Bowing and scrapping he backed out of the bathroom. "Your wish is my 


command." 


"You are such a dickhead" | laughed. 


"You wound me, Sire. All | want to do is bring you joy and satisfaction and yet you call me names." Kirk called 


back to me, his voice growing dimmer as he walked down the hallway. 


“All | want you to do is bring me a set of fucking car keys!" | yelled after him. 


A faint "my heart's desire is to serve" floated into the bathroom. 


Kirk had learned at the feet of the master how to always have the last word. It was getting way out of hand. 


As | was running a comb through my hair, Kirk was back along with Lars. Oh good, the Dynamic Duo. | could be 
caught in here for hours. | decided that | would resort to bodily harm if they kept me any longer than two 


minutes. 


"Keys!" | demanded. 


"Kirk tells me that you're going for Rob tonight," Lars began, ignoring my request. "H's about damn time. The 
way he stares at you when he thinks no one is looking. We'll even forgive you for not joining us tonight. Kirk 
and | decided that before. That stunt you pulled tonight was fucking fantastic! | almost leapt over my kit to join 
you two. Damn, Rob really surprised you, didn't he? You should have seen your face when you looked down and 
saw him on his knees. He was right at cock level, wasn't he, Kirk? And yours was featured a tad prominently, 
wasn't it?! Holy shit, he has a pair. Did you hear the crowd? Even with ear plugs | thought | was going deaf. 
But we don't know where he is. Once we left the stage he disappeared. Probably afraid to show his face. You'll 
change that, won't you James? You have to you know. Poor guy probably feels left out. Kirk and | have been 
trying to get him into our bed since.um.well at least since the tour started. But | guess you know that. Well, 
maybe you don't. But he's rejected our offers. We think he's straight. Kirk said he saw him with a girl in the 
hotel lobby the other morning. Looked like he was giving her quite a send-off. | can't believe this is the first 


time the three of us have actually spoken about him and sex." 


‘Only one of us is speaking," | murmured to my reflection in the mirror, giving myself a final once-over. 


"Huh?" Lars was momentarily distracted by my comment but seeing as | wasn't saying anything else, continued. 
"We must be slipping. Or maybe," he put his arm around Kirk's waist and drew him in. "Maybe we're just too 


fucking busy being happy." 


"Yeah," | nodded in agreement, coming over to then. "Too busy fucking." 


They both broke out into grins and Kirk reached for my hand. "It's not like we leave you out” 


"Hey, I'm not complaining," | acknowledged, giving his hand a squeeze. "But, now, | want keys.” 


Lars handed them to me. | didn't have to resort to violence or even threats. A good sign 


‘Its nothing special," he explained. "Had we known you wanted a car something cool would be waiting but as it is, 


it's just a compact. Don't know if your legs will fit" He and Kirk both laughed together as one. 


Sometimes it was eerie, the way they mirrored one another. 


Slipping the keys into my back pocket, | then put one hand on each of their shoulders. "Listen to me. Carefully, 
if that's possible for you." 


They started to protest as one again, but | shook my head. 


"Shut up," | said, but with warmth. "Thanks for the car. I'm sure I'll fit into it. And | don't know where you got 
the idea l'm "going" for Rob tonight. That's not my plan. But thanks for letting me know you two have invited 
him into your bed. Getting tired of me?" 


In unison both heads vigorously nodded "no." They could drive you crazy if you let them. 


"In fact, | don't have any idea what l'm gonna do. But don't wait up. Yes, I'll be careful. And yes, | know we have 


an early wake up call. I'll be there." 


Existing through the doorway but not turning around, | said, "Go back to the hotel, I'll see you in the morning. 
Nite." 


"Nite," Kirk said softly. 


"Toke it easy," Lars added. "Love you." 


Heading down the hallway, | raised my hand and waved. 


FEFEFEEEFEFEFEEEEEPE EE EE EE PEE PEPE ET 


Lars and Kirk turned to each other. 


"Follow him?" Kirk asked but it was more of a statement than a question. 


Lars snorted. "Whadaya think?" 


FEFEFEFEFEFEEEFEEE EE FEE EEE E EEE E ET 


| stood on the stage or what was left of it. The roadies had been hard at work tearing down the set. But they 
had a food break so | was alone. The rigging was down, our instruments long gone, cables drawn up. A few 
shipping containers scattered about was all that remained. | hopped up on one and looked around. It still fucking 


amazed me that we could fill a hall this size. Every night. Every city. Every country. 


Fucking A-OK for a geeky AND nerdy kid. 


Yeah, yeah, | admit it, | play air guitar when | think no one is looking. The guys caught me doing it only once and 
once was enough. What was it, 0, Il years already? Shit! Kirk and Lars have perfected it down to a science. 
They just lift their right hand and curl their fingers. Half the time they aren't even looking at me when they 
do it. But they know | can see the gesture. They think it keeps me humble. It has been known to diffuse a 


situation or two. 


So | was alone, right? Right. Rob high-tailed it out of here, Lars and Kirk were on their way back to the hotel, 
roadies were breaking. Yeah, just me. Adjusting my imaginary guitar, | crashed into "Born to Be Wild" Have | 
mentioned | usually "play" songs that were not written by us? And how it gets down right fucking weird when | 
sing? 


I'm wailing away - damn it! - who the fuck is singing the chorus with me? That's it. I'm gonna have to kill 


someone. | think, no, | KNOW, that I'd rather be caught jerking off then doing this. 


A good defense is a better offense, or something like that. More like attack first and don't answer any 
questions after. 


"Don't make me hunt you down," | called out. "I'll be worse for you if you flee.” 


Silence. 


"I can hold my own with Nugent and you know what a crazy ass hunter he is." 


Soft laugher came from the shadows and a moment or two later Rob came into view. He stopped a few feet in 
front of me, his hands up in the air. "OK, you got me. Shit, James, whatever you do, don't threaten me with 


Tedl" he said in mock terror. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" | snapped, more embarrassed than angry. Which complicated matters 
cause Rob looked good enough to eat - shit, he had his hair down. He wasn't the only one that had stolen 
glances - | guess | just wasn't as obvious. The stunt he pulled tonight just sealed the deal for his future. | 


wondered if he knew that. 


Slowly lowering his hands, Rob stuck them in his pockets. He shrugged his shoulders. "I dunno. |, um." 


"You following me?" Oh good, Het, keep attacking. He'll bolt for sure. 


"Not exactly." 


He looked nervous. For some perverse reason | was pleased. 


"Either you are or you aren't" 


"Well," Rob began slowly, "I kinda wanted to talk to you. Um. Without Lars and Kirk around." 


"Really." Not quite a statement, not quite a question. 


Rob nodded. "Don't get the wrong idea," he said quickly. "They're great. Really. | like them a lot. Terrific 


musicians. Joining you guys was the best thing that's ever happened to me." 


He wasn't forthcoming with the rest and | knew there was more. "And?" | tried to sound encouraging. | don't 
think | was successful cause Rob looked like he was ready to flee. Time to switch gears and use the patented 
Hetfield charm. | hopped off my perch, walked over to him and placed my hand on his shoulder. | didn't want 


him to leave and | also wanted to touch him. Oh yeah, there was nice muscle underneath his shirt. 


"What's up, man? The Hellion Boys been bugging you?" | leaned close to him and whispered, “They're enough to 
drive anyone crazy." Damn, he smelled good. | don't know what shampoo he used but | was going to find out and 
buy him a case so he never lost the scent. | stepped back - didn't want him to feel crowded, at least not yet. 


Here again, Rob surprised me. Moving forward, he bridged the gap between us and took my arm. And | thought 


he was going to run. 


"No, not at all. But it seems that the three of you are always together." 


Does he know that he's squeezing my arm? And does he also know that | hope he doesn't stop? 


"What | want to say is.." Rob faltered again. 


FEFEEEEEFEEEEEPEFEEEPE FEET EEF 


"The Hellion Boys?" Lars hissed. "What the fuck does he mean by that?" 


“Ssshhhh," Kirk held his finger up to his lips. "We gotta be quiet. If you give it away that we're here, and | 
don't find out what Rob is talking about, | won't give it to you for a month." 


Dumbfounded, Lars could only look at Kirk with an opened mouth. But he did shut up. 


FEFEFEFEFEEEEEPEEEEE EEE EEE ET 


Rob took a deep breath and looked me straight in the eye. "Are you pissed at me for what | did before?" 


OK. He certainly changed the subject quickly. But damn, it was about me now. 


"No. Whatever gave you that idea?" 


'|..you..aw, fuck it, James. | want you. | want to take you in my mouth, taste you. But." Rob suddenly broke eye 


contact, looked down and mumbled something and | couldn't hear what he had said. If | screw up now.. 


"Hey, I'm here, not on the floor. Talk to me, Tru," | said softly. Putting two fingers under his chin, | raised his 
head up. "Does it help you to know that | am so turned on by what happened on this very stage?" 


He gave me a small smile. "Yeah?" 


| nodded. "Yeah." | wanted to take him in my arms and show him how much but | hesitated - there was 
something in his eyes that stopped me. So instead | began to run my fingers lightly through his hair. "Don't 
ever cut this short," | murmured. "I love to see you get wild on stage and it flies all over. When you get 


sweaty some of it sticks to your face." 


Rob grabbed my wrist. "Don't" 


"What?!" Shit, he knew how to ruin the mood. What the hell was wrong? Didn't he just come on to me? 


“There's a problem." 


Fuck! 


"Problem?" | stepped back and crossed my arms. "I'm getting a shit load of mixed signals here. | don't know 


what the fuck is going on" | didnt care that | sounded testy - | was getting annoyed. 


‘lm sorry. It's just not easy to say." 


"Come on man, you just admitted that you want my cock in your mouth. If that's easy for you to say then | 
don't see what could be difficult" 


Rob sighed, scuffed his foot on the floor and looked around. 


"My patience only lasts so long," | warned. "I can split and you can find yourself a woman." 


"I knew it! They told you about seeing me in the lobby. Damn them." He started to pace. 


"Watch what you say about my lovers," | growled. "Im pretty protective of what's mine." 


"See! That's it!" Rob yelled. 


"Oh fuck, Tru." | threw up my hands in frustration. "What's ‘it? You're making me crazy. Fucking tell me 


already or | swear I'm outta here!" 


"The three of you sleep together.” 


This wasn't a secret. It didn't make much sense but at least he was talking. "Yeah, we do. Kirk and Lars are 


together and | join them in bed a few times a week. You got a problem with that?" 


"No. No, of course not. It's cool." 


"Yeah, it's cool." 


"OK, its like this. | want you. | really do. But. Oh fuck. James. James, I've never had sex with a guy before." 


FEFEEEEEFEEEEEPEEEEEE EE EE EEE EE EEF 


"Tru's a virgin? Holy crap!" Lars cried. 


"SHUT UPI" Kirk covered Lars' mouth with his hand. "Remember! One entire month!" 


"Mmmmmm," Lars said behind Kirk's hand. And for good measure he licked Kirk's palm. 


Kirk cuffed Lars in the back of his head with his free hand. He also grinned. 


FEFEEEEEFEEEFEEEFEEEPE FEET EF 


| bit the inside of my cheek to keep from.what? | didn't know whether to laugh, cry or grab Rob in a bear hug 
and yell "Alright! I'm gonna take your cherry!" 


Rob looked petrified Guess laughing wasn't an option. Neither was crying. | made short work of the distance 
between us and embraced him. He was shaking. 


‘Oh man, that took a lot of guts to admit," | said softly, stroking the back of his head, trying to stop him from 
trembling. "And I'm honored that you want me to be your first. But this isn't the place. Let's go back to the 


hotel. We'll be a lot more comfortable." 


"No," Rob replied 


"No? Why the hell not?" 


He broke from my hold and made a gesture that encompassed the stage. "Because this is where, not a few 
hours ago, that | decided that you are incredibly hot and | wanted you. If | didn't think we would have been 


arrested, | would have sucked you right then You know, when you were over me..remember?" 


‘Oh yeah, how could | forget," | murmured in agreement. 


"So, please? Here?" 


Damn. | really thought we should go back to the hotel. It would be private and we'd have a rice, big bed in a 
secluded suite but Rob looked so hopeful that | couldn't resist. Once again, | was a wuss. But soon to be a 


satisfied wuss. And after I'd take him back to my lair. 


Reaching out, | enveloped him in my arms. Gently tugging on his hair, | tilted his head back, leaned down and 
touched his lips with mine. It was more of a butterfly kiss - | didn't want to scare him. Yet. 


"This OK with you?" | asked lightly. 


"Yes," he sighed. "Oh fuck yeah." 


| didn't need any more encouragement. Our lips met again, this time | plunged my tongue into his mouth. Rob 


amazed me as he snaked his tongue out to meet mine. | would have thought he'd be a reticent first-timer. 


On the contrary. He was trying to do everything all at once - his hands were on my chest, then on my back, 
caressing my arms, kneading my ass, trying to pull my shirt out of my jeans, cupping my cock through the 


denim. 


| broke away from our prolonged kiss and took a well-needed breath. "Tru. Wait. Slow down. Half of the fun is 
getting there." 


Rob hands froze. Shit! His face took such a crestfallen demeanor that | got a lump in my throat. 


"Sorry," he whispered apologetically. "I just want to." 


"Sshhh," | soothed. "You're great. Fuck, can't you feel what you're doing to me?" 


He gave a slight nod. "But I've never done this. Well. Before. Like this. | mean." 


| put his hand back on the outline of my cock. "Touch me. You make me so hard. Just think about what turns 
you on. What you like your lover to do to you." Putting my hands on either side of his head, feeling the silky 
hair beneath my fingertips, | licked the outline of his ear, chin; the salty moisture that was his sweat tasted 


sweet on my tongue. 


My hands traveled from his head, down his neck and rested on his shoulders. "| want your mouth on me. 


Wanna feel you open your mouth to take me all in," | said, my voice low. | put slight pressure on his shoulders, 


to help him ease down but he balked. 


"Not a chance," | growled. "Do it! Now!" 


Rob quivered in my grasp but with a "oh god, yeah" sank to his knees. Fingers fumbling, he undid the button, 
ever so carefully took down the zipper and released me from the confines of my jeans. Shit, | don't think I've 


ever been this hard, so fucking needy. He cradled my cock in both of his hands and gazed at it. 


"Never knew," he sounded like he was in awe. 


| wasn't going to argue with him - | was throbbing with desire. 


He began to lick his way up my shaft and then down again. Flicking his tongue at the tip, he grasped me in one 
hand and started to caress my balls with the other. A little bit of my dew appeared and he smiled up at me. 


"Feel good?" 


"Can't you tell?" | gasped. "Shit, Tru, please." | steadied myself cause if | wasn't careful | was sure to tumble. 
Placing my hands on top of his head, taking hold of his glorious hair, | eased myself into his mouth. "Baby. Now. 


Suck me." 


FEFEEEFEFEEEEEE EE EE EEE FEET E EEE EEE EF 


Lars and Kirk clutched each other. On fire, eager to administer to their own desires, they were both reluctant 


to stop watching the scene in front of them. 


"Is it any wonder why we'd do anything for him?" Lars whispered reverently. 


Kirk could only bite his lip in reply. 


The sounds of heavy breathing filled their hiding place. 


FEFEFELEFEFEFEEEFEFEEEFEFEEE EEF E PEF 


Holy mother, Rob practically swallowed me whole. Just as quickly, he withdrew, lavishing soft nibbles, kisses and 


licks on me. He repeated this action for, | dunno, a few minutes? A few hours? Did it really matter? 


"Tru," | moaned. "Fuck. So good. So good" 


We got a rhythm going - my hips thrusting to meet his mouth. It was hot and so tight, | wanted to come but 
didn't want this to end. The sucking sounds he was making was driving me wild. | closed my eyes and just rode 


the pleasure. 


OH FUCK! ROB! My eyes shot opened and | looked down at him. He had just eased a finger into my ass. "Rob," | 


panted. "Now. I'm gonna cum!" 


Rob grabbed me, held me steady and took every inch of my cock as | pumped my juice deep down his throat. 


| threw back my head and howled. 


FEREEEEEFEEEFEEEEEEEEEEEEEE EEE EEE EF 


Lars and Kirk sat in utter silence for a moment. 


"We gotta get back to the hotel James finds us here," Kirk said urgently. "You did get us a car. Right? Lars?!" 


Lars didn't answer. 


Kirk shook him. "Tell me you didn't." 


‘Weeellll,” Lars began, a bit sheepishly. "I didn't know we were gonna stay and." 


Kirk slapped Lars on the arm. "Moron! He's going to be really, really pissed” 


"No he won't," Lars said as he stood and helped Kirk up as well. "It'll be fine." 


"Says you. Stupid jerk!" But he grabbed Lars' hand as they snuck their way off the stage. 


FEFEFELEFEFEFEEEFEEE PEE FEP EEE ET 


"Come on, Tru." | reached down and pulled him up to face me. "Let's get out of here." Brushing his hair out of 


his face and some of my cum off his lips, | smiled. "We need to leave." 


Rob nodded. "Yeah, OK. But." 


"But what?" | asked, zipping my jeans closed. 


"Thanks." 


| put my arm around his shoulder and we slowly made our way to the car. "I should thank you. You were 


fucking amazing. Are you sure this was the first time with a dude?" 


"Yep. | just thought about what you said. Guys know what they like. Just do it the way I'd want it done to me." 


| laughed. "Imagine that. Someone actually taking my advice." 


"Yeah, well. When it does happen to me.." 


"When?! Tru, you are clueless." | gave him a friendly noogie on the top of his head. "I'd say in less than an hour 
you're gonna be.Fuckl" The car came into view along with the two people lounging against its side. Rob jumped. 


Guess he thought my outburst was meant for him. 


| patted his arm in reassurance and said gently "Not you, babe." Then bellowing "lm gonna kill you both!" | took 
off towards Lars and Kirk. They scattered and | sprinted after Lars. He was always easy to catch and this 
time didn't prove to be any different. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" | grabbed Lars’ collar and jerked him around to face me. "Man, you're 
cruising! | told you to go back to the hotell” 


Lars was attempting to twist his way out of my grasp. "Come on, Het! Let go! No harm done. Don't be angry." 


"Fuck you!" | slammed him up against the wall. "Can't | ever do anything without having witnesses?" 


"Ow!" Lars yelped and increased his struggling. "Calm down, man. What the fuck!" 


| was livid. Truly, I've done nothing in 20 years that wasn't documented by someone or something. "All | 
wanted," | said through clenched teeth, "was just a little privacy.” 


"On a fucking stage? You're crazy!" Lars yelled at me. "I'm sure the MOT cameras caught all the action as well 
You sure did pick a remote spot, dick!" 


Lars was right. | was an idiot. Shit. | let him go and he slid to the floor. Hearing rapidly approaching footsteps, | 


turned my head away from Lars’ dazed personage and saw Kirk and Rob running towards us. 


If you hurt him," Kirk cried as he came to an abrupt halt and crouched down to check Lars. 


"He's got a hard head," | said roughly. "He'll live.” 


Satisfied that this was indeed so, Kirk stood up and lunged for me. "Don't you ever fucking go after him again!" 
he shouted as the momentum of his attack carried us both to the floor. | winced as my head hit the concrete. 


"Asshole, get the fuck off mel" | roared, trying to grab his arms to stop him from punching me. No such luck. 
Kirk's fist made contact with my chin. Damn! That fucking hurt! That's it, he's gonna get it now. | tightly 
wrapped my legs around his body to hold him in place. | was going to roll us over so I'd be on top but suddenly 


extra arms joined the brawl. Kirk and | were hauled to our feet - Rob and Lars standing between us. 


"See," | pointed to Lars, breathing heavy. "Told you he was OK" 


"Fucker!" Kirk tried to push his way past Lars but the Dane held him back. 


"Stop! I'm fine." With his hands still on Kirk, Lars turned to Rob. "Ill keep an eye on Slugger here. Why don't you 
escort Hot Head Het to the car. We'll join you in a few." 


"Can do." Taking a firm grip on my arm, Rob pulled me out of firing range and guided me back down the hall. 


"Shit, James. Looks like you need a refresher Anger Management class." 


"Yeah well," | shrugged. 


"You told me you guarded your lovers. Doesn't seem that way now." 


| stared straight ahead but answered, "Think about it, Tru." 


"Oh. Oh!" Took him a second but, smart guy, he figured it out. 


"We should have gone back to the hotel,” Rob continued. "Guess this was my fault. Sorry." 


"No," | replied. "It's not. It's me. | should have insisted. What | said to Lars was true though. | just wanted us to 


be alone." 


Rob grinned. "He was also correct about thinking the stage would offer us privacy. No way, Jose. Don't be 


annoyed at them, OK?" 


"Maybe." 


We reached the car. | unlocked the doors and we slid in the front seats. Lars was correct again - my knees 


were almost up to my chin. | took hold of Rob's hand. "Next time, we'll have the limo wait” 


"Next time we'll forget about the stage." 


We sat in comfortable silence. It was so quiet | was able to hear Kirk and Lars making their way towards us. 
They were laughing. And in between guffaws Lars was singing, badly, off key. But you couldn't mistake the 


words. 


"Get your motor running. Get out on the highway.’ 


| put my head down on the steering wheel and groaned. "I'm doomed." 


"Looking for adventure. Or whatever comes our way," Rob sang. 


Some days the Sun Won't Shine For You 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This fic is just that - not real - hasn't happened 


and will never happen. It's a product of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain 


"Tru, come on. Relax. You know you want to." | murmured to him while massaging his shoulders. 


"It hurts," was his muffled reply, his face in the pillow. 


‘Only for a little bit, then its grand" | slipped another finger into his ass, That made two. And we've been at 


this for an hour already. 
Rob replied by moaning and moving his hips - slightly. 
"See, you like it, don't you?" | said encouragingly. "I know | like how you feel.” 


He was quiet, which | took as a good sign. So | added another finger and slowly pushed them deeper inside. "Oh 
babe, | want to have my cock inside you. Want to make love to you. Make you come so hard" | closed my eyes, 


got a rhythm going with my hand, and imagined how it would be once | was truly buried inside him. 


"Het. Shit. No. Stop!" Rob yelled My eyes flew open to see him scramble away from me and practically jump 
off the bed. 


| sighed. Trying to keep the frustration out of my voice was not easy but | attempted it. “Tru? It will be OK. 


You'll see. | just want to make you feel so damn good." 


Rob shook his head. "No. | don't think | can do this. l'm sorry. Really sorry. But." 


| got out of bed and reached out towards him but this proved hopeless as he was darting back and forth, 
picking up his strewn clothes. He was frantic in his efforts. 


"IFs just not working. | can't do it. Don't be angry." Rob practically dashed to the door between our suites and 
yanked it open. "| don't think I'm cut out to be gay. | like to fuck women. This is just wrong." With that, he 
stepped though the doorway and slammed the door behind him. | heard the unmistakable click of the dead bolt. 


| was stunned. Damn. "I'm not gay! | like women too," | said to the closed door. “But | like men as well. 


Great. Just great. | was frustrated, horny and more than pissed off. Fucking Rob. What was his problem?! | 
crossed over to the connecting door and pounded on it with my fist. "That's it, Robbie! | ain't playing anymore! 
Don't come on to me again, ya hear me?! Asshole!" 


"Baby, | think the entire hotel has heard you. What's up, dude?" 


"Lars, what are you doing here?" | sighed again and turned to face him. 


"Things not going well?" 


"You can say that" | picked up my jeans and slid into them. Lars and Kirk may be nudists at heart but | still 


felt more secure with my pants on 


Lars grinned and gestured at my jeans. "You would think after all this time." 


"Not a chance in hell. That will never change." | went over to the mini bar. "Want a brew?" 


Lars sat down on the couch. "If you're buying.’ 


| tossed a bottle at him. He caught it with a well practiced one hand and twisted it open. | chose bottled water, 


opened it and raised it up. "Cheers." 


"You betcha" 


We both took long pulls from our respective beverage. 


"So what's happening with Rob?" Lars patted the empty space next to him. | slid into it and stretched out my 


legs. 


"Honestly? | dunno. Its been, what?, three weeks since our stage debut, so to speak. Right?" 


"Right" Lars nodded. "And quite a performance it was." 


"Oh shut up," | said with a smile. "OK, since then, Rob and | have sucked, fondled, stroked, nibbled, rimmed, made 
out, all to a satisfying conclusion. But when | get my fingers even close to his ass, he freezes. Tenses up like 
you wouldn't believe. I've cajoled, massaged, soothed." | sighed again "Lars, I've NEVER encountered this much 
resistance." Springing to my feet, | went over to a suitcase and pulled out a big plastic bag. 


"Do you know what's in here?" | asked Lars, letting the bag dangle from my fingertips. 


"Course not. But do tell." 


"Don't get cheeky. l'm having a crisis." 


"OK, duly noted. So what's in the bag?" 


"About 25 different kinds of lube. Flavored, numbing, water-based, petroleum based. | got one in here called 
"Just for Virgins" for fuck's sake! And not one of them did the trick! | get him all hot and bothered. He's 
squirming and calling my name, begging me to take him. | figured, OK, this is it! My cock's at his hole, I'm 
barely touching it and wham-o, he freaks!” 


| drop the bag and slouch back down on the couch. "I think I'm losing my touch," | announced mournfully. 


"What?!" Lars sat up and clasped my face between his hands. "No. Never. Don't even think that! You are so 


fucking sexy. You walk into a room and everyone's jaw drops. You have no idea what you do to people!" 


| pushed his hands away. "I don't think so. Obviously Rob doesn't think so." | got up, grabbed Lars another beer 
and held it up. "Do you remember what the Het before therapy would do?" 


Lars leered. "The games we used to play.’ 


"Damn straight. But | used to get loaded beforehand. And now that I'm not drinking..shit, Uli, maybe | should just 


become a monk." 


"Oh yeah, right" Lars stood up, grabbed the beer from me and sat it down. Moving in front of me he took my 
hands in his, bringing them up to his lips. "Rob's an idiot," he said quietly and began to kiss each of my fingers 
individually. "Not drinking has made you a better man, a better lover. And | should know!” He caught my eyes 
and stared straight into them. "If need be we'll find another bass boy. I'll not have you thinking about a 


seminary. Ill definitely not stand by and watch you question your abilities as our resident sex god!" 


"Fine." 


Lars dropped my hands and gave me a playful punch but | could tell there was some serious stuff behind it. 
‘lm not talking trash here! Our happiness, you, me and Kirk's, that's what important.” 


"So Rob's just like Jase? Expendable? Is that it?" | yelled. 


"Hold on there. That's not what | said" Lars said patiently. "Just be quiet and let me talk" 


"When did anyone else's speaking ever stop you from yapping?" | muttered and reached down to pick up my bag 
of goo. 


"Never. Now put that away and go sit down. And STAY there! You're making me nuts with all this bouncing up 


and down!" 


“Alright, alright. Don't your knickers in a twist." 


‘lm not wearing any," Lars announced smugly. He watched as | stashed the bag and sat down. 


"OK. I'm sitting. Have you always been this bossy?" 


"Ever since the beginning and don't be stupid. You know the answer to that one!" 


"Yeah, | do." | sighed once more. Fuck, that was really starting to get on my nerves. 


"You and me. We were at the birth of Met. It's our, Kirk's too. Jason was a very important person for all of 


us for a long time. But then it stopped working." 


"My fault," | said morosely, looking down at my feet. Ugly things they were. 


"You have beautiful feet," Lars said. 


"Stop reading my mind, shithead." 


"Stop talking, dickweed. And accept the fact that | have the power to see inside your head." 


| couldn't help it. | tried to contain my chuckle but it didn't work. 


Lars beamed at me. "Told you | have power." 


"Fine," | said curtly, gaining control over my laughter. 


"Fine," Lars replied in the same tone. "Oh, James," he knelt in front of me. "Jason's leaving was all our fault, his 


too. Don't you ever take all the blame! Rob has brought us into a new era We have an energy that hasn't 


been around in a long while. But maybe that's his role, nothing more. Maybe his job is done and we just can't 
see it. Now that we're on a good track, | don't want us to derail. All I'm saying is that if Rob brings strife into 
the mix, we shouldn't have to put up with it. | want us to continue being this tight together." 


"If | just ignore him," | began but Lars cut me off. 


"Won't work." 


"So what if he doesn't sleep with me?" 


"Don't forget he's rejected Kirk and me." 


| wrapped my arms around Lars and drew him in closer to me. "And how could he possibly do that to the two 


of you?" | kissed the top of his head. "I love you. Thanks." 


"Love you too," Lars answered, hugging me. He waited a moment, broke our embrace and stood up. "Don't 
worry. There's two more gigs left and then we're off for a few weeks. We'll talk about it then 


"Good deal" | yawned. "Fuck, I'm beat" 


"Then I'm off. Sweet dreams, James." 


"You too. See you at breakfast." 


"Breakfast it is." Lars walked over to the door and opened it. 


"Hey! How the hell did you get in here?" | asked him. "The door's locked and you didn't come in through Rob's." 


Lars shook his head. "Tsk, tsk. You've already forgotten that | have the power?" 


"Get the fuck outta here, you weirdo." 


Lars just laughed as he let himself out. 


| contemplated crashing on the couch but eyed the bed. "OK, OK. I'm getting up." | barely made it to the 


mattress. | think my eyes were closed even before my head hit the pillow. 


"Kirk! We gotta make plans!" Lars called out as he let himself back into their suite. He was met with a flurry 


of popcorn. 


"Hush!" Kirk commanded. He sat cross legged on the bed with a giant bag of popcorn and a number of empty 
beer bottles scattered on the floor. He pointed to the TV screen "The Zombie Boys have just surrounded the 
North Pole. Santa and the elves are gonna get it" 


Lars marched over to the TV and turned it off. 


"Hey!" Kirk cried. "Turn that back on, you dumb shit!" More popcorn was volleyed at Lars. 


"Cut it out! This is important!" 


"Yeah, and if you don't turn the movie back on, you're gonna be missing some important parts of your body." 


Kirk said threateningly. 


"Its James," Lars offered. 


Kirk looked up at him. "Well, why didn't you say so? The Zombie Boys can wait" He scooted over to make room 


for Lars. "Tell me." 


"Rob is reluctant to say the least," Lars explained as he joined his lover on the bed. "And James is telling me 


that he's gonna become a monk. We can't have this. | think it's time you and me do a little scheming." 


Kirk grinned. "Only a little?" 


Lars shook his head, "No, babe, actually a lot!" 


Benefit 


WARNING: Gets a little dicey - bondage and pain ahead. 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This fic is just that - not real - hasn't happened 
and will never happen. It's a product of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain 


Dinner was tasty. You might not know it but Kirk's more than a passable cook. I've watched in awe as he's 
whipped up some incredible meals from just a few odds and ends in the refrigerator. | don't have the patience 
for mucking about in the kitchen | don't starve, but beyond the simple stuff I'm hopeless. | can never get the 
timing down. Pretty amusing for a man that makes a living with music. Timing is everything. 


If you weren't looking for it, you'd never know that there was a rift between Lars and Kirk They were the 
perfect hosts. Lars took pride in his wine cellar and kept the glasses filled (my iced tea was a fine vintage). 
He's a natural at keeping the conversation light and witty and no one dared defy him. | don't think anyone 
wanted to. | knew | wasn't quite ready to confront Kirk or stir up trouble with Rob. 


Rob. No matter how much | didn't want to admit it, | still wanted him. Damn his gorgeous, hard body. Leaning 
back in his chair with a cool grace, his strong hands lightly resting on the ends of the arm rests - | wanted 
those hands touching me. But on my terms, not his. He didn't deserve my soft caress - not after the way he 
rebuffed me. And definitely not if what Lars said was true. If he was fucking Kirk, he deserved to pay. 


But | knew my two lovers and | could tell something was amiss. During the meal, Lars reached over and 
touched Kirk a few times, on the shoulder, his hair. Kirk ever so slightly flinched away from the gestures. Not 
good. | didn't like it. More important than my feelings was Lars' reaction - dismay flickered across his face. It 
was so brief but | saw it. And it bothered me a great deal. Something deep inside me was ever-so-slowly 


building and it wasn't a feeling of peace and love. 
Damn. 


| kinda liked it. 


Kirk stood and started to gather up plates. "Why don't we have coffee outside?" he suggested. "It's a beautiful 
night. I'll just straighten up and bring it out in a bit." 


Rob began stacking the plates near him. He caught my eye so | turned to look at him. His arm was stretched 
out, his finger pointing at my place setting. "Ill help you, Kirk," he announced, all the while staring at me. "As 
soon as Het can let go of his dishes." Then he winked, turned and settled his gaze upon Kirk. 


It felt like a bitch slap. 


| moved fast. | was at Rob's side in a matter of seconds, one hand twisting his hair around my fist, jerking his 


head back, the other around his neck. 


"No," | said with deadly calm. | leaned in till my face was only inches from his. "Don't ever do that to me again 


"James! What the fuck? Let him go, man!" Lars was at my side, trying to pull me away. "Come on!" 


"He's been asking for this," | said softly, staring into Rob's eyes. They showed no fear. | needed to see it - it 
was the only thing that would make me let go. "Haven't you?" 


| swear the fucker smirked at me. 


| straightened and hauled Rob up with me, tightening my grip on both his hair and neck. Lars was pulling on my 
arm, trying to make me drop my hold. Kirk had moved to my other side and took my other arm, attempting to 


dislodge me as well. 


"Lars," | ordered, "Let go. You too, Kirk" 


"Het, please!" Kirk implored. "This isn't like you. We can talk.” 


"Fuck ‘talk: No more of that shit! He needs to be taught some manners." | took a deep breath and slowly let it 


out. "Now. Let me go." 


It was only seconds until both Lars and Kirk loosened their holds and backed off. 


| grinned triumphantly down at Rob. "Bet you thought they wouldn't do that.” 


| pulled him out of the way of the chair and shoved him down on the floor. Landing on his knees, he rubbed his 
neck with both hands, his breathing ragged. | put my booted foot in the middle of his back and pushed him 


down so he was on all fours. 


"Fucking stay there and don't even whisper," | told him. 


"Fuck you," Rob spat. "Fuck you! Who the hell do you think you are?!" 


His voice was hoarse but | couldn't hear any apprehension in it. 


Oh yeah, that was really pissing me off. 


| dug my heel into his back - not too hard but none too gently either. Just a friendly reminder of where he 


was. 


“Shut up, Tru." 


Kirk and Lars flanked me and the three of us stared down at Rob. 


"What is it about us and bass boys?" Kirk asked. 


"Don't know. Weird, isn't it?" | answered. 


Lars held out his hand; a pair of leather wrist restraints dangled from his fingertips. "Thought you'd want 
these." 


"Always know what | need" | took them from him. 


"Told you. Now do you believe me?" 


| laughed. "Yeah, | believe you." | undid the straps that held them together. Man, | love leather. "Well, boys, 
whatcha think?" 


"I think you're all fucking insane!" Rob bellowed as he began to gather himself up. "Get your foot off me, 


asshole!" 


| shoved my foot down hard this time and he sprawled onto the floor. 


"Didn't | tell you to shut the fuck up?" | asked him roughly. "I don't think you realize that you're up the creek 
and we've got the paddle." 


As if by an unseen signal the three of us dropped to the floor; Kirk sat on Rob's legs, Lars leaned heavily on 
Rob's shoulders, | grabbed his arms, drew them together and tried to fasten the restraints around his wrists. 


Ill say this for him, Rob put up a valiant struggle - he kicked, swore, spit and even bit Lars. He got a punch in 
the head for that and a ball gag in his mouth. But there was three of us and only one of him. Lars and Kirk 
may be smaller than me but they were deceptively strong. And determined. | knew why Lars felt this way - 


wasn't too sure of Kirk's motivation. Shit, did it really matter? 


All the while Kirk kept up a running commentary. "Actually, Rob," he began, “Besides paddles, we also have 
floggers, canes, tawes, riding crops, straps, and a delicious cat o' nine tails. Also in inventory are ball gags 
which you obviously already know about, cock rings, shackles, nipple clips, leather hoods, dildos, spreaders, and 
some specialty furniture that cost us a bundle but it's all good" He chuckled. "Did | leave anything out?" 


"| dunno," Lars answered. "Why don't we take Robbie to the playroom and find out?" 


"Good deal," | agreed and Kirk nodded 'yes' as well. "OK darlin’, up you go." We stood. | grabbed Rob's wrists and 
pulled, Lars and Kirk reached underneath his arms and did the same. We started down the hallway, pushing and 
pulling a very defiant Rob. 


You know that saying ‘if looks could kill? If it was true then the current lineup of Met would be no more. Rob's 


eyes were filled with hate and fury but, oddly enough, there was still no fear. 


"lll change that, Rob," | told him and although | didn't explain out loud what | meant, he knew. 


And | can read a "fuck you" look from a mile away, even without my glasses. 


| laughed. "I think you got it backwards, babe. l'm gonna fuck you." 


We stopped a few feet from a doorway and Kirk went ahead and opened the door. He stepped inside and we 


followed. 


The sudden chill of the room made me shiver. | had forgotten they kept the temperature lower in here than 
the rest of the house. Shows you how much time had passed since | was here. It had been a few years - 
before | stopped drinking and Jason left. He and | had been frequent visitors. But that was then and this was 


now. And it felt damn good to be here once again. 


Kirk and Lars waited expectantly for me to issues orders and who was | to deny them? 


"Let's get rid of his clothes and introduce him to Andy." ‘Andy’ was short for our St. Andrew's Cross. Basically 
it was two pieces of hardwood bolted together in an "X" The top and the bottom had restraints to hold your 
plaything in place, either facing forward or backward. It all depended on how you wanted to proceed. Andy had 
been sanded down to a smooth finish so as not to give splinters. That could be dangerous - Hal 


| held onto Rob's wrists while my two cohorts quickly stripped him. As | had expected, he wasn't very 


cooperative. 


"You're just making it worse for yourself," | explained to him as | once again wrapped his hair around my hand 
and jerked it back. | leaned in and began to trace the outline of his ear with my tongue. "You're not leaving here 


until we all get what we want out of you. After that," | nipped his earlobe, "you can leave." 


Rob protested as best as he could given the limitations on the use of his mouth. But none of us had need of 
his words. | think it was finally dawning on him what we intended to do. Was that just a litle bit of alarm in his 
eyes? 


With a flourish, Kirk pulled off the remaining pant leg and Rob was nude. Fuck, he had an incredible body. The 
three of us were in good shape but Rob had taken the fitness thing to another level. It made me hard just 


looking at him. Yeah, | had touched him before never received any real satisfaction. Tonight | was. 


The three of us quickly shackled him to Andy so his back was towards us. | stood close behind him and 


removed the gag from his mouth. 


"Thirsty," Rob croaked. 


| nodded my approval; Lars brought over a bottle of water and held it to Rob's mouth so he could drink. 


"See," | said and began to run my hands over Rob's back. "We're not that cruel. But it's time we taught you a 
few things. Like you just can't fuck Kirk without expecting retribution from Lars. You can't tease me into a 


fevered state, leave me high and dry and think, well, that's that." 


| leaned into him, wrapped my arms around his chest and ever-so-lightly rubbed my thumbs over his nipples. 


Even though | was barely touching them, they got hard almost instantly. 


Rob gasped. 


| chuckled and continued stroking him. "You have to learn that you don't ever challenge me. As you can see, do 


it too many times and look where you end up." 


My hands wandered further down his body towards his cock His body was so smooth and defined. It | wasn't 
careful | could easily forget why we brought him down here in the first place. | was almost ready to let him 
down and fuck him without this bit of foreplay. OK, maybe extreme foreplay to some, but we hadn't had four 


to play with in such a long time. 


"You know," | said, "For a man who's about to feel leather on his back, you're pretty quiet. No pleading to be let 
go? No ‘I'm sorry, James, for baiting you. Or how about ‘Lars, | never touched Kirk. You gotta believe mel! 


"Fuck you. Won't give you the satisfaction," Rob said defiantly. 


‘Oh yeah you will," | said quietly as my hands wandered from his belly back to his ass. | gave both cheeks a 


squeeze. "Just a friendly piece of advice. If you clench your muscles, it will hurt more. Just relax and enjoy." 


"You're a bunch of fucking perverts!" Rob yelled as he pulled helplessly on his restraints. "Let me the fuck off 
of this!" 


"In due time." | gave him a slap and walked around Andy to face him. 


"You know, it takes practice to become effective at wielding one of these." | waved my hand toward the wall 


where some of the whips hung. "If you're not careful, you can do a lot of permanent damage." 


"Sick motherfucker," Rob hissed at me. 


| shrugged my shoulders. "You really should have spoken to Jason before you joined. Then you'd know how 
twisted | was. This is nothing." | reached over Rob's shoulders and drew his hair forward so it hung down his 
chest. "Don't worry," | said quietly, taking a lank of his hair and bringing it up to my lips. Kissing it softly, | let 
it cascade through my fingers. "The three of us are good at this." 


"Fuck all of youl" | looked at Rob sharply. "You've fucked Kirk already. That leaves me and Lars. And Lars has 


something else in mind" 


My gaze left Rob's face for a millisecond because | saw Lars take his place behind Rob, a leather strop in his 
hand. Guess Rob must have seen my attention waver for that brief moment. When | turned my attention back 


to him - finally! - panic in his eyes. 


"James?" Rob asked quietly but then cried "Oh shit, NO!" as leather made contact with his back. His body 
tensed, his hands clawed at the restraints that held them. He shook his head and looked at me with "why?" 


written all over his face. 


| stepped back into the shadows. This was Lars' scene now. | wasn't going to interfere unless it was necessary. 


And | liked to watch. 


"Tell me, Rob," Lars began as he swung the strop again, hitting the spot right below the first mark he had just 
given Rob. Told you we practiced. "How many times did you fuck Kirk?" 


"| didn't!" Rob groaned as the strop met his back for the third time. 


"| don't believe you." His arm swung again. 


Rob's knees sagged. "Lars, its the truth!" 


"No, it's not. | know you screwed him. It's just up to you to tell me about it" 


"You gotta believe me! Ah! OH FUCK," Rob wailed as the strop curled around his waist. 


"That was four, if you're not counting." Lars paused for a minute to let Rob catch his breath. "Now. Let's 


start again. How many times?" 


"No! Please don't! Please!" Rob begged as Lars swung at his back in rapid succession - he was up to eight 
stokes. 


"How many?" Lars demanded. "Answer me and I'll stop. Or maybe you'd rather have me whip Kirk and let you 


watch? Would seeing your fuck bud writhing under the lash convince you to tell the truth?" 


Rob was moaning incoherently. 


Lars was losing his patience. "Can't understand you, Robbie," he snapped. "I'm gonna assume that you'd rather | 
have a go at Kirk instead of telling me what | want to know. Shit, even Jason was more of a man than you. He 


never let anyone take a fall for him." Lars walked over to Rob and laid his hand on his shoulder. 


"Come on," he crooned softly. "This has got to hurt like hell. We've got some salve that works like magic, takes 


the pain away, makes the marks disappear. Don't you want to be let down?" 


Rob slowly nodded his head. "Yes," he whispered. 


"Okay!" Lars said brightly. "Just one thing left for you to do. Answer my question and we'll have you comfy in 


no time." 


"Didn't," Rob sobbed. "No more, please. No." 


CRACK! Lars had stepped back and swung the strop once again. This time it marked the inside of one's of Rob's 
thighs. "FUCKER!" he roared. "Damned liar! Kirk comes home reeking of you for two fucking weeks, grinning like 
a fool. Won't make love with me! Doesn't want me to touch him! MOTHERFUCKER" 


He threw down the strop in disgust, strode over to the wall and took down the cat o' nine tails. "This will do 
nicely," he said, more to himself than anyone else. He turned around and walked back to his spot behind Rob. 


‘I've given you ample opportunities to come clean. You've refused to cooperate. I'm not playing games anymore, 
Rob," Lars said with deadly seriousness. "Do you know what the cat does to a man? It rips your skin right off. 
You'll bleed like a slaughtered pig. And the pain is nothing like you've ever experienced in your life." He turned 

slowly around, searching the shadows. "Kirk! Where the fuck you been hiding all this? Get your ass over here, 


NOW!" 


"No! Not Kirk," Rob weakly cried out. 


Lars stopped in his tracks. "Don't fucking tell me ‘no'! You're hardly in the position to give orders." Once again 
he went to Rob's side, this time winding the long leather tails around his neck, pulling them tight. "You had your 
chance," he spat. "And now you're all out of ‘em. Say ‘good night, Robbie." 


Damn. Why did Lars have to turn this into a fucking psycho drama? This wasn't the way it was supposed to go 
down. We had an unwritten rule to go easy on first-timers - obviously Lars had conveniently forgotten. Or 
maybe he didn't. Perhaps he really had it in for Rob. Yeah, | knew Lars was freaking because he suspected Kirk 
and Rob had screwed. Let's face it though, if it was true, it wouldn't be the first time Kirk had strayed. Lars 
had never reacted this strongly before. And | recall Lars stepping out a time or two on Kirk. Kirk didn't go 
after the dude - he just stopped talking to Lars for about a week. Oh yeah, that was a trip. While they 
wouldn't speak to one another, it didn't stop them from using Jason and | as messengers. We were their damn 
go-betweens. ‘Tell Kirk to stop acting like a baby: ‘Tell Lars to kiss my ass: Finally we both said "screw it, we 
can all play. We simply ceased speaking to them. This caused tremendous frustration on their part, Jase and | 


thought it was really funny. They had no choice but to speak, if only to bitch about me and Jase. 


Something didn't make sense. | just couldn't put my finger on what it was. Hell, | didn't have time to sort it out 
now. Lars was dangerously close to doing Tru lasting harm and it was time | stepped in. I've seen what he could 


do with the cat and it ain't pretty. 


"Hey, Lars," | said casually as | slid out of the darkness but was halted in my tracks by Kirk, who rushed by 


me so fast | could feel a breeze. 


Oh man, did | have to rescue both of them now? Shit! | was not in the mood for this. All | wanted..well, what 


did it matter now? 


"Fuck you want?" Lars blurted, in a decidedly unfriendly tone. 


Kirk motioned to Rob. "Don't you think he's had enough?" 


"No, | do not," Lars retorted as he began to unwind the tails from Rob's neck. "Get the fuck away from me." 


"Don't think so." Kirk replied firmly. "You're finished with Rob. But you and | haven't even begun." 


Lars grinned. With an evil glint in his eyes he shoved the cat in Kirk's face. "You asking me to use this on you?" 


Kirk pushed the whip away. "Lars, get real. Just put it down. Game's over." 


"Idiot! | was never playing your fucking game!" Lars advanced on Kirk "But | am gonna finish what | started." 


Kirk stood his ground. "No. Rob needs to be taken down now. Then you and | need to talk" 


"TALK?" Lars screamed at Kirk. "You wanna ‘talk?" He shook his head. "Yeah, that's all you can offer cause 


your ass has certainly been off limits to me. Hasn't it!" 


"I can explain," Kirk said quietly. "But first we gotta get Rob undone. Now." 


"Just get the fuck away from me and let me finish him off. I'm gonna tear your lover up and then you can 


have him." 


"He's not my lover and you damn well know it! No more bullshit, Lars. Look at his hands! They're cramping up. 


He's coming down now!" Kirk started toward Rob but Lars moved in front of him. 


"Didn't | just tell you | wasn't playing? | hope his hands are useless after this." 


"Asshole!" Kirk pushed Lars hard enough to make him stumble and using the opportunity, he rushed over to 


Rob. He immediately got down on his knees and began to undo the restraints on his ankles. 


Rob was shaking. "l..Kirk.we never." he said weakly. 


"I know. Hush now. I'm sorry. | shoulda stopped Lars. This wasn't the way this was supposed to go down" 


"DON'T TOUCH HM!" With a roar, Lars charged Kirk and they both went sprawling. Punches began to get 
traded. 


Fucking A! When | said | liked to watch, no way did | mean | wanted to see a fist fight between the two of 
them! Damn Lars! If Kirk didn't beat the shit out of him, | was going to. Damn that little Dane's hide! Let them 
beat their anger out of each other - Rob needed my attention first. 


"There's been a slight delay in your release,’ | explained to him while | gave him a quick once-over. | didn't 


offer any apologies - time for that later. "Don't go anywhere." Shit, that was callous. 


"Fuck..you," Rob whispered. 


| snorted back a laugh in spite of the situation His remark told me that he was going to be all right. "You're 
one stubborn son of a bitch, Tru. Be right back" 


Kirk and Lars were really going at it. Both had bloody noses, someone had lost a tooth and they were going to 
have a couple of stupendous black eyes in the morning. 


"Enough! Break it up!" | yelled at them. | leaned over and took hold of Kirk's arm - he had drawn it back to 
swing at Lars. He had the advantage at the moment as he was sitting on Lars' chest. Or maybe not because it 


wasn't too difficult to haul him off - the element of surprise always gives one an edge. 


| dragged him off Lars and over to the wall. "Don't get up!" | growled. "Don't give me a reason to get more fed 
up with you then | already am!" 


Kirk sniffed and wiped his nose on his sleeve. "He deserved it," he said sullenly. 


"That may be but." | was cut off - Lars threw himself against my back. | put my hands up to stop myself 
from slamming into the wall and damned if | didn't hear someone howling - loudly. Who the fuck was that? 
Christ, they were making a racket. Man, could someone shut them the fuck up?! I'm not feeling too great here 


and I'd really like it to be quiet. 


And then | realized it was me carrying on. OH FUCK! | looked down at my right hand and saw my middle and 
ring fingers bent at an odd angle. Without thinking, | grabbed them with my left hand and tried to wiggle them 
back into place. Succeeding only in making myself more light-headed than | was already, | sunk to my knees, 


desperately trying to keep from heaving up dinner. 


| hadn't even reached the floor before Kirk was at my side. And Lars was crouching in front of me. 


"James! What's?..0h." Kirk had answered his own question as he saw my two fingers. "Damn! Uli, look what you 


did to his hand!" 


My head was swimming with pain and maybe | didn't hear correctly - but did Kirk just say ‘Uli? He never 
called Lars that when he was angry. But he was furious at him. Wasn't he? Shouldn't he be? And what was 
that look | just saw pass between the two of them? 


"Hang in there, Het” Lars said as he stood up. "I'll get ice. We'll tend to Rob. And then we'll take you to the ER” 


"No hospital!" | groaned. My fingers were throbbing. 


"No choice!" Lars replied as he hurried through the dungeon's door, presumably to get first aid for me. 


Kirk gently rubbed my shoulder. "I know you hate hospitals but you gotta go. Itll be ok, you'll see." 


"Fucking better be," | snarled - not very convincing though. | hurt! And shit, my fingers! | need them, damn it 
to hell. 


Lars appeared with a bag of ice and a towel. He sat down in front of me and | spent a painful minute while 


they wrapped my hand. | also saw him and Kirk exchange another one of those ‘meaningful glances.’ 


"Ow! Take it easy!" Pain is not my friend. | was sweating and chilled at the same time. "And what's with these 
looks?" | demanded of them. OK, get my mind off my fingers by yelling at them. Worked in the past, | was 


positive it would work now. 


Fuck! How easy it was for them to ignore me because they got up to see to Rob. Working carefully they got 
him off Andy and helped him over to the couch. Laid him face down of course. He didn't seem too bad off all 
things considered. And that made me wonder, again, just what the fuck was going on - besides the reality of 
my fingers. | lifted the towel to get a peek cause, well just because. Whoa. Bad move. Not only did it make the 
pain shoot up my arm, | also caught a glimpse of ‘em. Damn! They were swelling up faster than my dick could 


ever hope to. 


All right, Het, stop being a baby. Its not as if you were set on fire again. Get the fuck up off the floor. Go 
demand some answers from all three of them and while they were hemming and hawing, run like fuck cause | 
so did not want to see the inside of the aptly named ‘James Hetfield ER Yeah, | had spent so much time there 
that | donated a ton of money to the hospital. Fuck if they didn't name a wing after me. They tell me that 


quite a few patients had a good laugh over it. Glad someone was amused at my accidents. 


Using the wall to brace myself, | pushed with my legs to stand. | was a little wobbly so | shuffled over to the 
couch to join the rest of the guys. They sure looked cozy - Kirk was carefully applying salve to Rob's back, 
murmuring sweet nothings to him. Lars was sitting by Rob's head, stroking his hair and whispering in his ear. 


‘Isn't this sweet!" | sneered. "Did | miss something? Five minutes ago you were all ready to kill one another." 


"How's the fingers?" Lars asked me as he continued to pet Rob. 


"They hurt! What the fuck do you think? If | wasn't sure I'd screw ‘em up even more, I'd be pounding the shit 


out of youl You're a complete and utter moron, Lars! Whatever possessed you to tackle me?" 


Lars had the decency to look contrite. "I'm sorry. Really very sorry.” 


| was furious but at the same time frantic that my fingers were damaged beyond repair. If | couldn't play.. 


ARGH! 


And | still was no closer to discovering why all of a sudden there was a love fest going on between the three 


of them. 


| don't know what pissed me off the most. 


But | did know that my hand was getting numb and that was not good. | did not want to go to the ER but it 


was inevitable. 


"Come on, Kirk" | started toward the door. "Let's get this over with. Take me to the ER" 


"James, I'm gonna take you," Lars said. 


What the FUCK?! Lars is leaving Kirk with Rob? | stopped and turned to look back at them. Oh yeah, this was 
freaky. Just before he stood up, Lars kissed the back of Tru's head and again whispered in his ear. 


"NOW!" | snapped, annoyed that Kirk wasn't driving. Like | said before, | could always get the truth from Kirk, 


Lars was a different story. 


And WHAT THE FUCK was this kissing bullshit?! 


It was painful. It was unsettling. It was damn scary till my ortho doctor showed up, read the X-rays and a MRI 
and declared my fingers badly sprained but not broken. No permanent damage. He gave me a sling mainly for a 
reminder to be careful, a talk about using ice for the next 24 hours and, shit, some pills for the pain and a RX 


for more. Great. | hadn't even used aspirin since | got out of rehab and was leery about taking anything. 


We managed to only startle three people while we walked out of the ER to the car. Lars hurried ahead of me 
and opened the door. He waited till | was settled, drew the seat belt around me and then carefully closed the 


door. 


"| could have done it," | grumbled, as | watched Lars make his way around the front of the Porsche and then 
slide into the driver's seat. 


"It would have taken you hours." Lars started the car, put it in gear and headed for..? 


Where the hell was | going to go? 


Home. That's what | wanted. | needed time to be alone. | was tired. | hurt. | was angry. | wanted to take a long 
shower, get into bed and sleep for about a day. When | woke up, I'd make a pot of coffee and only then would | 
consider what this dinner was really all about. 


| closed my eyes and leaned back in the seat. "Home. Just take me home, Lars." 


"It would be better if you came back to our house," Lars said. 


‘I've had enough of your place," | retorted sharply. "Look," | softened my Tone. "Let's not make this a discussion. 
| need to go home. Period" 


"Het, think about it. You're gonna need help." 


"Do it myself," | mumbled. 


| heard Lars sigh. "James, please. Listen to me." 


"| did listen to you - at the beginning of this fucked up evening. Remember? You were crying cause you were 
positive Kirk and Rob were screwing. You asked for my help. You begged for it! And because | love you, you 
little cretin." 


| felt Lars' hand on my leg. | opened my eyes and turned to look at him. He was staring at me, his eyes wide. 
"You still love me?" 


"God help me, yeah." 


"Kirk?" 


"Watch the fucking road!" | snapped at him. 


Lars turned his attention back to the task at hand but | knew he would burst if | didn't reply to his question 


"Kirk too." 


Lars pulled into my driveway, stopped to punch the code in the electronic gate and as it opened, drove swiftly 
up the driveway. He stopped the car by the front door and cut the engine. 


"And Rob?" 


"Fuck Rob." 


Lars smirked. "That's right. It's something you've not yet accomplished." 


"Don't fucking start with me! | swear I'll take you down with my good hand. Dick!" 


"Sorry," Lars said solemnly but he could barely contain a grin 


"Just help me out this fucking car and then leave. | don't want to see any of you for at least a day!" 


"OK, James. Take it easy." Lars unbuckled my seat belt, got out of the driver's side and came around to my 
side. Opening the door, he reached his hand to assist me. | took hold of it, pulled him down till he was between 
my legs, essentially capturing him. 


"You know," | began, my voice a deep rumble. "Once my fingers heal, I'm gonna take this evening out on your 


Oss. 


"Het, it really wasn't supposed to end this way," Lars answered nervously. 


"How was it supposed to play out? | didn't expect to have questions or visit the ER, | expected to nail Rob." | 
shook him just a little. Damn, | was frustrated! "Just tell me one thing." 


"Sure, anything!" Lars looked like he would rather be any where then between my knees. 


"Kirk and Rob. Did they really fuck? Or was this little scenario for my benefit?" 


"Umm," Lars looked guilty. 


| was momentarily pleased by his demeanor thinking | was going to get the truth. But damn, this was Lars. He 


was a master at deception. 


"Forget it!" | growled at him. "Just help me out and then be on your way." 


"Aw, James," Lars made a face. "Don't be like this." 


| tugged at my sling. "This gives me the right to be any way | want to bel" Shit, | was so tired. The pain in my 
fingers was constant and | was seriously considering popping one or two of those pills. All | wanted was to go 


inside and lie down. Forget the shower. | released Lars from my leg hold. "Come on. Help me up," | said wearily. 


"Sure thing." Lars stood up and eased me out of the car. We slowly walked to the front door, which he opened 


with his key. Mindful of my hand, he gave me a hug. "I'll come by tomorrow. Bring you some chicken soup." 


"Don't do me any favors," | said but returned his embrace. “But you had better put Baby in your garage 
Tonight. | left her at your house." 


"No prob." Lars made his way back to his car but stopped and turned back toward me once he got to his side. 


‘lam sorry for the way everything turned out." 


"You gotta stop scheming. One of these days.” 


"Yeah, yeah." Lars waved his hand dismissively. Blowing me a kiss, he got into the Porsche and turned the key. 
"G'night, big guy." 


"Sweet dreams," | called out softly and walked into the house. 


Locking the door behind me, | heard rapid footsteps running down the hallway toward me. | knew who it was - 
my dark haired lover. | didn't have to wait long for his arms to slide around my waist as he rested his head on 


my back 


He gave me a squeeze. "You gonna be alright?" he asked anxiously. 


"Yeah. Just a bad sprain. But it hurts." 


"Poor baby," he sighed with relief. "| was worried” 


"Me too. But I'll be ok in a few days." | turned around and smiled at him. "Are things still in place?" 


He chucked. "Oh yeah. Lars' day has just begun" 


| grinned. "Good. If he thinks he can outwit me..maybe next time he'll think twice about interfering." 


"Doubt it. Come on. Let's get you upstairs. How does a nice warm bath sound? I'll help you wash." 


‘Mmmmm. Maybe | could use help in other ways as well" | leaned over and gave him a soft kiss on his lips. 
"Lars isn't the only one who hasn't had attention in the last two weeks!" 


"ll make it up to you, | promise." 


"Damn right you willl" With my good hand, | reached around to the back of his head, grabbed his hair and used 
it to pull him closer. "Just tell me one thing. Did you two fuck?" 


He gave me a sly smile and started to rub his hands on my shoulders. "Shit, you are so Tense. Really, we 


should go upstairs. I'll give you a back rub." 


Oh man, that felt so good. He had strong hands and was an expert at massages. Even standing, | could feel 


some tension fade away. His touch could be so sweet. He could make me drift away... 


„till | remembered that he didn't answer my question. | was too tired to pick a fight but damn it, | had to know 


if someone was getting it! 


"This won't work, you know." 


He stopped and took a step back. "Didn't it feel good?" 


‘Of course it did. But you have an ulterior motive and I'm not going to give in to it” 


He threw up his hands and tried to look indignant. "What are you accusing me of?" 


"No accusations, just the truth, which you've been avoiding all night" | looked at him with the infamous Hetfield 
glare. "Did you two fuck?" 


"James, what did we plan?" He returned my look with one of his own - the "you're a moron" one. 


"I know what we planned! But that doesn't mean it worked accordingly. And we came up with a few different 


ideas depending on circumstances, remember?" 


More of that "moron" look. "Of course. Now, upstairs! You're practically falling down" 


| growled at him. "Don't change the subject!" He was right and it pissed me off. 


"OKI I'l tell you. But only if we head up the stairs!" 


"Deal," | said quickly. 


He was at my side in an instant, took my left arm and started to guide me towards the stairs. "So the first 


day we were together.” 


"Shit! Are you gonna start at the beginning? This will take forever!" | cried. "I just want to know the good stuff! 
What if you guys didn’t do it till the last day?" 


He smiled. 


My gorgeous dark-haired man with a body that drove me wild. The way he played. his energy. They way he 


loved me for who | was. 


And to think, it all began on a stage. 


#3 - Its My Party 


Disclaimer: | don't know these folks and they don't know me. This fic is just that - not real - hasn't happened 


and will never happen. It's a product of my imagination. | mean no harm and only want to entertain 


The tour didn't end with a bang. Nor did end with a whimper. | was pleased for the most part. The last two 
nights went extremely well although Rob was avoiding me. But he was a professional on stage and the four of 
us kicked butt. | admit that | wasn't exactly my usual warm and charming self (oh yeah, ME!) towards him. 
Hey, can you blame me? | was still pissed off. You don't get me all worked up and then reject me. But being the 
gentleman that | was, | didn't mention the incident. | even hugged him when we parted ways at the airport. And 


Lars and Kirk alluded to some dinner get together they wanted the four of us to have and | even agreed to 


that. 
Wuss. Easy mark. 


| was still finding it difficult to merge the good parts of the "old" me with the "after rehab" one. The drinking 
me was a good thing to leave behind. Yeah, coming to terms with my issues and facing them instead of hiding 
behind a bottle was a major plus. Damn, | had a lot of bullshit stored up in my head. It felt good to let it go. 
OK. | admit it wasn't a cake walk while | was in rehab. How many times did | stand in the driveway, staring at 
the pavement that would lead me to freedom? But slowly | realized | wasn't free and only if | stayed would | 


gain my liberation. 


On the other hand, | think way too much these days. Like now! | used to just react to situations and these 
days | want to talk about them, mull it over, fucking discuss! Sometimes | think (see?!) my theme song should 
be that horrible "Feelings" song. Ugh, gag me with a spoon. | should be thrown into a den of hungry wolves. 


| grinned. Well, | can still make myself laugh. And | can still make myself look like a grease monkey cause all this 
time | was tinkering with my bike - changing the oil, fine tuning the motor - fun stuff like that. So | was down, 
dirty and filthy - felt real good too! 


Looking up at my shop's wall clock, | realized that | had better get a move on. | needed some time to get 


cleaned up because tonight was Kirk and Lars’ dinner. | hadn't seen them since the tour ended and | was 


beginning to miss their smiling faces. Not to mention | was horny as all helll | was hoping they'd ask me to stay 


the night. 


Fuck it alll I'm doing it again! I'm hoping. The "old" Het wouldn't hope, he'd do! Need to get off? No problem - I'd 
just point to someone, say "you," and that would be that. 


ARGHIII 


Tightening the last bolt on the bike, | stood up and wiped my hands on my jeans. 
"Looking good, sweetheart," | said to it, stroking the handlebars. "You and me. We're gonna burn tonight!" 


| hope. 


Kirk and Lars flopped down on opposite sides of their living room couch. 


"Everything in the kitchen all set?" Lars asked. 


Kirk nodded. "Veg food, carnivore food, wine, beer, iced tea, hot tea, coffee, dessert." 


They both laughed after Kirk said ‘dessert: 


"And you've taken care of your details, Lars?" Kirk inquired. 


"Oh yeah." 


Kirk nodded. "Good" He looked over at Lars. "Guess we're ready then" 


"As ready as we'll ever be." 


The both inched over towards one another till they met in the middle of the couch. Kirk rested his hand on 


Lars' knee. "Love you. Don't forget.” 


"Never," Lars replied as he wrapped his arms around Kirk and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips. 


Kirk rested his head on Lars' shoulder and they sat quietly, waiting for their guests to arrive. 


| had keys to open every door in Kirk and Lars' home but decided to play "guest," so | rang the doorbell. It 
played "Bellz." It was so fucking corny, still couldn't believe that they actually had it installed. But it amused 


them to no end and as | didn't live there, | really didn't have a vote in the matter. 


The door opened and | stepped into the foyer. 


"When're you gonna get rid of that fucking noise?" | growled at Kirk who stood in front of me, grinning from 


ear to ear. 


"Never. We like it. And it annoys you, which settles the matter." Kirk held out his arms. "Now quit whining and 


give me a hug." 


It was a sweet invitation - one that | took immediately. Wrapping my arms around Kirk's body, | drew him in 


close. 


"Missed you, you big lug." Kirk looked up at me with his ‘nothing I'd rather drown in’ chocolate eyes. "Missed 
you a lot” Reaching up, he brought my head down to meet his. "And | bet you're wearing all that leather just 


for me." he murmured, his lips against mine. 
ps ag 


"Weeeellll, | did ride the bike here tonight. Leather is good protection," | said innocently. 


Kirk gave me a little shove and pushed himself away. "Fuck you," he said and turned to walk away. 


| grabbed his shoulder, turned him around and pushed him against the wall, grinding my body into his, holding 
him captive. "I think," | began to nuzzle and nip his exposed neck. It seemed that Kirk has dressed for this 


occasion as well. "| think it's the other way around. Didn't you mean to say "fuck me." 


| backed off enough so Kirk could free his hands that were now pulling at the zipper of my jacket. Opening it 
just enough, he slipped his hands in and put them, palms down, on my chest. 


"James," Kirk softly sighed. 


He didn't need to say anything else. | knew the words that followed my name. 


"If you're gonna fuck my boyfriend, at least make an effort to ask me if it's OK!" 


Lars. He always loved to make an entrance. 


| lifted my head from Kirk's neck and looked over at him. 


"You're just jealous," | said, my voice husky. 


"Damn straight!" Lars grinned and walked over to us. Taking one arm away from Kirk, | stepped back and drew 


Lars into what was now turned a group hug. 


"Missed you, green eyes." 


We kissed. 


Lars shook his head. "Yeah, yeah, jerk. | don't know why but | feel the same way." 


He turned his attention towards Kirk "And by the way, he wore the leather for mel” 


"| doubt it," Kirk replied with a flip of his head. "Listen, | got stuff in the kitchen to tend We can catch up 


later." 


With that he slipped out between Lars and | and headed off down the hallway. 


| rested my arm on Lars' shoulders and we slowly followed Kirk. 


"Guess Rob's not here yet?" 


"No. | asked him to get here a little later. | need to talk to you. Alone." 


"Sounds serious," | said lightly. 


"It is. Come on, let's go on the deck" Lars led the way through a set of French doors. 


‘Deck' was an understatement - it was almost on the size of another house. 300 people could be out here and 


not feel crowded. 


Lars motioned to two chairs and we sat down. He picked my favorite spot - | could put my feet up on the 


railing and gaze out on the wondrous view. 


So | did - and waited for Lars to begin 


He hunched forward, hands clasped in front of him. "I think," Lars started and then suddenly kicked at the 
railing with his foot. "Shit, James," he said angrily. "Kirk is fucking Rob! | don't know what the fuck to do! | 


swear, l'm losing him and it's tearing me apart!" 


"Whoa" This was serious. "Are you sure?" | asked gently. 


Lars jumped up and the backlash knocked over the lounge he was sitting in. 


"Don't think | would know if my lover was cheating?!" Lars demanded. 


| got up and put my hand on his shoulder. Attempting to calm him down was in order. "Babe, I'm not suggesting 
anything of the sort. Just explain to me why you think this." 


Lars took a deep breath. "Ah, fuck, this is killing me. This little break we're on? He's spent almost every day of 
these two weeks with him. They surf, or so he says. But he comes home smelling like him and not salt water 
and suntan lotion. He's been distant and preoccupied" He paused for a minute and wiped his eyes with his fist. "I 


want to make love. He says he's too tired Or not now. Or maybe later." 


He looked up at me, desperation in his face and voice. "I haven't touched him in almost two weeks. But when 


he's home, he's smiling like it's no big deal!" 


"Maybe he's having his period," | said trying to make a joke - a feeble attempt at best if Lars’ disgusted 


reaction was any indication. 


"Fuck you, James. | thought you'd understand." Lars turned to walk away. 


"Hey, I'm sorry." | grabbed him from behind and wrapped my arms around him. "I mean it. I'm just really 


surprised to hear this. Kirk loves you, he wouldn't do that" 


"Love isn't what it's cracked up to be," Lars said bitterly. 


"Are you forgetting Rob's distaste of having anyone near his ass? | doubt he and Kirk are screwing." 


"Maybe Rob just doesn't like blondes," Lars said sarcastically. He broke free from my embrace. "No. He's had 
his hands all over my man's body! That bloody cretin is having what's mine! | fucking swear, I'm gonna kill him!" 
He suddenly launched himself at me and grabbed onto my arms. "James. Oh shit, James. If Kirk leaves me | 


don't know what I'll do." 


"You want me to talk to Kirk? Find out what's going on? He can't lie to me, you know that" 


Lars nodded, dejectedly. "Please. Yeah. Talk to him. This is eating me alive." 


"I know. And I'll do my damnest to make you feel better." | laid my hand on his cheek. "This doesn't exactly thrill 
me either. Maybe Hl kill Tru for you." 


We looked at each other for a moment and then Lars nodded. "Good deal. | knew | could count on you.” 


And then that fucking ‘Bellz chimed. 


We both turned our heads towards the house. 


‘Guess that's that" | said. "Lets go in and see what Kirk has cooked up. Hope Rob enjoys his last meal." 


| hope he fucking chokes on it," Lars swore. 


"Yeah," | agreed as we went into the house. "But where's the fun in that?" 


